do when things are getting out of their control "I don't
know yet. I can't say. It is possible, however, that he
burst a blood vessel in his brain, you know," he muttered
and was gone.

Now there was the sound of trumpets, rather close by
because they were placed backstage, there was the chorus
heralding Escaxnillo's victory inside the arena while outside
Carmen struggled with Don Jose. It seemed much too
close and too loud all of a sudden, and Sybil closed the
door very carefully before she returned to her post at the
edge of the couch.

It was as if the call of the trumpets had reached BhakarofPs
wandering mind. He pushed through heavy layers of
clouds, he rose to the surface of something that was deep
and cold and dark like the bottom of a river and once more
he came up to where there was light and air and Sybil.

Maybe the injection had done its work; or maybe it was
the merciful minute of clarity that is given to us in our
dying hour. Now he could see Sybil, very close and very
clear. She seemed to him unearthly, beautiful and kind.
No trouble with his eyes now, no more chills, no more
fears. He sat up and took her face between his hands as
he had done a hundred times in the past. She smiled at
him. She kept the tears back with a supreme effort and
smiled at him*

"Sybil, my darling," he said.

"Yes, dear," she answered. He scrutinized her face, he
searched it, intense and urgent. Then, as if he had received
an unspoken answer, he released it from his hands and
stretched out again.

Bhakaroff had often died during his life. Not only
during the war when that bullet had knocked Mm into
unconsciousness. He had died also a hundred times the
dramatic deaths of Grand Opera on the stage, on all the
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